
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



New Books of Verse 

The street is gray with rain, 

The gutters run surcharged. All night 
I heard war-chariots sweep the plain 

In one long-rolling wave of fight. 
Now it is dawn, and I can see 

No battle wreck, no littered plain: 
Where do wild night-armies flee? — 

The street is gray with rain. 
And down the street an ash-cart jolts 

Ponderous, and I turn away. . . 
God, how the ghost in man revolts 

Against the day ! 

H. M. 

The Jew to Jesus and Other Poems, by Florence Kiper 

Frank: Mitchell Kennerley. 

With this modern Jewess intense vitality and passionate 
conviction demand utterance in a kind of solemn chant, 
as with some of the ancient prophetesses of her race. She 
was born too late for Deborah's heroic simplicity of mood and 
divine splendor of lyricism, but something of Deborah's 
spirit is in her. 

The book is largely juvenilia, and even the best things 
in it are more remarkable for their promise of power than 
for what they actually achieve. One feels the drive of a 
big nature in them, of a passion for beauty and justice which 
forces the muses' citadel, and rebukes them for idling, and 
lays violent hands on their banners. The poet's fervor be- 
comes really lyric in triumphant moments; again, when the 
power wanes, it spends itself in more or less rhythmic 
eloquence. 

The well-known sonnet, The Jew to Jesus, published six 
or eight years ago in The Century, is a tender expression of 
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inborn racial sympathies. And The Song of the Women, 

City of Huge Buildings, We Have Done Him to Death, 

are equally fervent expressions of social sympathies. But 

perhaps The Movies, You and Night-mood are keener, more 

finely tempered poems. The last ends thus: 

Closer! Closer! What are we? A shifting breeze 
That the winds of the world will gather. Yes, and these 
Our souls are separate. Oh, as a little breeze 
We shall blow into the darkness. Shelter me from space. 
The night is too vast a place ! 

//. M. 

Today and Tomorrow, by Charles Hanson Towne. George 

H. Doran Co. 

A letter from the publishers calls this book "a volume of 
soundly worthy American verse on modern native themes." 

Of course the author is not responsible for the damning 
phrase, but he is in danger of falling into line with tendencies, 
noticeable in much magazine verse, which it describes with 
unconsciously delightful accuracy. With some men poetry is 
a mood of youth, or of a certain stage of experience and 
emotion — a mood which passes. Surely Mr. Towne 
touched it in Beyond the Stars, and in the present volume 
we have evidence of it in Mysteries, Johnny Valentine and 
one or two others. He may reach it again — there is always 
a chance that some new experience will bring it back, even 
though most of these poems are too "soundly worthy". 

The brief lyric After is perhaps one of the best : 

Drenched, after rain, 
The lilacs tremble again 
In the cool wind, and pour 
Their fragrance round my door. 
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